The Cursed Desire 
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t's just like I have fallen down a rabbit hole, sat down on 
| es floor starling at the huge shoe neck, seeing it a 
midget, speaking to it with dead eyes: “What do you want?” 
The police-officer took pity as a stricken look crossed my 
features thinking that I’ve gone crazy and said: “Don't be 
scared”. He sat next to me on the floor calming me. “Don’t 
be afraid” he said in caring tone. “We aren’t here for you, 
we are here to investigate your neighbor's death who died 
falling out of the balcony. In fact, we do not know whether 


she did commit suicide or her murder was premeditated?” 


In the morning, on that dreary bleak day, stuff started 
happening. It was like designed to cope with the most 
pessimistic nightmare of an apocalypse. I was sleeping when 
the doorbell rang, so I woke up and looked at the alarm 
clock next to me that the clock points at seven in the 


morning. Who knocks at the door at that time in the 


morning? Who knocks at the door so hard at the time? I feel 
exhausted and want to sleep. What the hell is this! let the 
knocker go otherwise the hell with him. I don't care who is 
there. If it is my son, Omar, why doesn’t he phone me. 
Eerie noise! the bell rang again urgently. Oh my God. I felt 
anxious and wondered, perhaps it is the guy, I nominated as 
a groom for “Noha”? Did he know that she is one-eyed 
woman and came to avenge on me? And if he figure out, she 
does not seem to be blind, because her eyes look as she 
could see. What’s the wrong in that? I had a good purpose, 
so I thought that he could see her wonderful and fairy and 
accepts her. I wished to do something great like a 
matchmaker. I tried to save the day by saving the door from 
breaking and I opened the door, and when I opened it, I 
deliberately seemed brave and lifted up my voice to terrorize 
the knocker: “What do you want? Oh, Rasc.....” but the rest 
of the word did not come out of my mouth, I wanted to say 
“Oh, Rascal”. No way, the guy in front of me was a 
policeman. I’m ready to throw up my hands and scared so I 


sat on the floor, then I dropped my eyes on the first officer 


who was face to face with me. All of a sudden, I saw him as 


a midget. It was like a quick moment. 


The police-officer sat next to me on the floor. “Do not be 
afraid” he said “we will not harm you, we will only ask you 
about Mrs. Aziza, your neighbor, whom you rented an 
apartment on the seventh floor. You have a spare key, don’t 
you? However, we need to know some information about 
her”. I almost barfed but at that moment, my feelings were 
bizarre that I did not know whether I must be sad for Aziza 
or to get giddy that they did not come to me, but I did not 
wake up completely from in my trance-like state except 
when the policeman said to me: “Come on, Mom, give me 
the key” Then, I looked at him rigorously, am I the same 
age of his mother? I looked at his shoulders, he was a major 
officer, tall, beefy and muscular guy. My husband passed 
away twenty years ago when I was at the age of forty, and I 
feel like I stopped at the age of forty. 

I told him in a strict opinionated tone after I’ve muster up 
my courage: it is there on the table, take it, he took the key 


and gave it to a colleague, then he asked me about Aziza, did 


she have enemies? And who were her relatives? Do you have 
any clue? 

He wanted to know everything related to her. “Aziza lived in 
my building seven years ago,” I said: “she was a widow, 
inherited from her husband a whole bunch of money, and 
lives off the interests the bank offers and paid the rent of the 
apartment, which costs big money, five thousand pounds per 
month. I continued and maliciously said: she was single, 
had no relatives or friends. Even I intended to help her get 
married the other day, I asked her about her family to tell 
the groom, she said to me: They died, they all died.” I 
continued as a gossip: “Aziza was forty-five years old and 
fairly beautiful, brown color, her nose straight, slightly 
tall,slim, elegant, she chooses her clothes with care, but she 
was always depressed. I don't know why. You can not 
compare apples to oranges. She has no problems; she has 
plenty of money and no children to profiteer her” 

The officer asked: “ Was she dating someone? 

I sighed and said: ”] nominated a groom to her”. 


The officer asked me: Did he marry her? 


I told him: No, he refused her, he called her once to make 
an appointment, and she told him that God is unfair, and 
He badmouthed her, and when he told her that he is a 
widower with a daughter, she said to him: “Did I not tell 
you that God is unfair?! He did evil things to this girl by 
depriving her of her mother!” The groom himself got very 
angry at her and refused to see her, saying that she was 
immoral and infidel. 

Ouch, he accused me of cheating him, but I didn’t really 
know that she has such morbid mind like that. 

The officer left, and told me not to enter the apartment, until 
they finished taking fingerprints, and examined the 
apartment, the apartment was furnished, and I feared for its 
contents, so I told him that the contents of the apartment are 
mine except her clothes. 

The police officer went away, and I felt sadness, I will not be 
able to rent the apartment anymore, people are frightened 
that along with the suicides, of course, came the ghosts. For 
them, it is a thumb of rule. The beneficiary of this rent was 
my son Omar. It was to help him in living and to cope the 


high cost of living, he has two daughters in a school whose 


expenses are exorbitant, what should I do?! I felt frustrated 
and confused. 

Badria was working as an engineer before she had retired at 
the Electricity Company, and her husband died at the age of 
forty, so she was spending her free time working as a 
matchmaker between the grooms for free to fill the free time 
thinking that some matches are made in the heaven, and she 
wrote in a notebook some nitty gritty of the brides and 
grooms. She has one son, Omar,he was tall and obese, much 
like his father, He was working as an architect and runs his 
own office for engineering designs, he sometimes earned a 
lot of money and sometimes he had no work, so he 
depended on the rent of the furnished apartment, the 
property of his mother in Zamalek, and he was so keen to 
call her daily and flirt with her with the honeyed and 
sweetest words, as well as his daughters. The two are 
pouring to their grandmother all expressions of deep love, 
which cause the grandmother to tear her eyes to the 
excessive love of the two girls, so she lavishes them with gifts 


and money. 


A month has passed since this event, and Omar came 
requesting from his mother the five thousand pounds as 
usual, but this time, she said to him: “Did I not tell you my 
son that Aziza is dead? Look for a resident to the 
apartment.” She has published an advertisement in one of 
the ads newspapers with no interest, the lessee agreed to 
lease the apartment, but shortly he knows from the janitor 
that the previous tenant committed suicide, then he goes 
away without return, so Omar said to __ her: 
Mom, I have a great idea! 

Tell me about it, my son. 

You may move into this apartment and rent your apartment 
to somebody else. 

She said to him ironically: "My beloved son, it is a good 
idea, beats me, but I have a better idea, which is that you 
live in the apartment at the seventh floor, because you have 
lived in your apartment only six years. As for me, I cannot 
leave this apartment, for I spent all my life in it, I was born 
in it, and I get married my husband and preferred to live 


together with my data because I was his sole daughter". 


Omar fell silent a little and then said: “Mom, you know.. 
Nahla will not accept, because she will be afraid for the 
children; Sarah and Yara?” 

He knows that I loved kids so much, they were my most 
loving, Sarah was five years old, like as her mother, skinny, 
white, delicate features, her hair was soft, She was calm, like 
a breeze. Yara was four years old,She was stubborn, and 
like as me a lot, they did not deserve me from this 
ruthlessness. I still recall the look of Sarah imploring and 
crying for me when I was sick in the hospital, and she kissed 
my feet, so I told him okay for the sake of the kids. 


He reassured: Open the TV on one of the Holy Quran 
channels day and night, nothing will happen. God may 
protect you. 

I talked to myself that I know it was Nahla who wanted this, 
because the children don't know such things, She never asks 
me for anything, but rather asks Omar, who is responsible 


for carrying out her requests, but I have to sacrifice for the 


little kids. 


In this month, Omar took from me five thousand pounds as 
a loan, and promised me that he would pay back the loan at 
his earliest opportunity, in addition to this amount I was 
given spending on him from the pension about three 
thousand pounds a month in weekly packages and some 
gifts for girls, I receive a great pension and my husband’s 
pension too is huge too. I can not to spend all my pension 
on my son that how can I cover my necessary expenses that 
I cannot live without. I must travel Umrah every year or Hajj 
(Pilgrimage) , other than going to the gym every a couple of 
days, besides the medicine, the Housekeeping Cleaners’ 
wages and transportation fares by taxi, because I hate to 
drive a car. However, I have to bite the bullet. 

I asked the janitor’s wife (Sanaa) to clean the apartment and 
she looked at me with a meaningful look, I told her : “Don’t 
dread! I will be with her, and said: “I will never leave you 
alone for a moment”. 

I went up to the apartment,I asked Sanaa to ventilate the 
mattress on the balcony and while she was busy raising the 
mattress, I saw a huge notebook under the mattress,O my 


God,that’s strange, Sanaa did not notice it, so I took it 


quickly,and put it in my bag to read it later. 
After Sanaa finished cleaning the apartment, I went back to 
my apartment, and opened the notebook eagerly, sure that it 
contained exciting secrets, I opened it and I read the first 
page, it seemed Aziza diaries, 1 looked at the last page I 
found written on: God has died, there is no God, I will 
commit suicide to relax from this unjust life that does not 
distinguish between the oppressor and the oppressed. 
I said to myself that she was a fool who has missed a 
beautiful opportunity with her despair and stupidity. It’s a 
rule of thumb, the quitters never win. 

I asked a furniture moving company to move the furniture 
out from my apartment to the other apartment and vice 
versa 

Sanaa remained with me during the transportation to help, 
she was transporting the apartment holdings with 
indifference and careless, which greatly angered me and | 
shouted at her to be care and preserving everything, and I 
glimpsed in her eyes a look of surprise, as she saw The 
holdings of the apartment are very old, worthy of throwing, 
but which hurt me deeply when I heard the sound of 


something falling on the ground, quickly, I entered the hall, 
and I found the vase that I inherited from my mother, who 
she inherited from her mother, who also inherited it from 
her mother, on the ground, broken, scattered, and I was 
deeply saddened, it was a masterpiece,Turkish made, | 
looked at Sanaa's face, and I did not see any traces of 
sadness, apology or pain, so I asked her to leave. Sanaa from 
Upper Egypt was brown, skinny, and there was no sign of 
softness on her face. She returned to me after two hours to 
apologize and ask me for a fee in an indirect way. She 
described to me her suffering in transporting my holdings, I 
gave her fifty pounds, She looked at money and seemed 
upset, she was not ashamed to break my valuable vase, but 
she behaved as though we are on the Day of Resurrection, 
where everyone will say : it’s myself...only myself. 
My apartment consisted of five rooms, and Aziza’s 
apartment consisted of three rooms, which means that | 
must leave the furniture of two rooms, and this hurt me a lot 
but Omar was happy because the rent money will be more. 

After moving into a new apartment done, my apartment was 


easily rented, and things went back as usual, and I was used 


to enter my Facebook page to check the requests of grooms 
and brides. After retired, my free time expanded, so the 
numbers of bridal requests surged. 

Sometimes some affronts come from brides or grooms whose 
words are like venomous reptiles, when they the deliberately 
hidden points are revealed. In fact, I postpone the priority to 
tell them some facts, leaving them as surprises until getting 
to know each other. I’m pretty strict about their bad words 
and I never allow anybody to cross over the line with me. I 
anybody did it, I hang up on him or her after I give them a 
lesson and say something verbatim: 

“['m just introducing you as two people to each other, We 
have no reason to hide any details. Don’t blame me, blame 
yourself that you don’t ask about the details.” However, my 
intention is good and perhaps intimacy occurs between 
them and they overlook the shortcomings. 

There has been one other marriage that the groom had a 
prosthetic artificial leg and I had no idea about that. He did 
not even tell the bride. It caused me more trouble, that the 
bride’s parents accused me of being deceitful but this time, I 


had no clue at that. The marriage was boomed. So I went to 
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the club to relax a little bit, where I met my neighbor 
Fatima. Fatima is a woman, in her fifth decade of life; obese, 
white, beautiful, eccentric, speaking on several topics at the 
same time, but she was kind, so I overlooked this defect, 
which strains the nerves of those who sit with her, she is 
generally amusing, her stories about her father's farm and 
childhood memories are endless, she worked as a pharmacist 
for some time and then left work,she lives in the first-floor 
flat in the building opposite to my building. She is married 
to one of the former ministers. She has three children, two 
boys and a girl. She was going to Al-Jazeera Club as well. 
She offered me to ride with her in her car. It was not the 
first time that I went with her. I knew her in the club's 
mosque, during prayer times. We had a lovely time at the 
club, and when I told her about the policeman, and that I 
saw him like a midget, she laughed so much that tears 
dropped from her eyes,Then she suddenly stopped and said 
to me: Badriya ...You have to go to a doctor. Seeing this big 
man as a dwarf is apathological condition .... its name ... I 


remembered its name Alice syndrome. 


They mean (Alice in Wonderland), so I looked at her and 
smiled, and said: 

that case was once and over, don’t worry about me. A 
psychologist means psychiatric medication and medication 
will destroy me, no no I will not go. 

She quickly changed the subject as usual,and she asked me 
about the annual date Umrah to go with me, I said to her: I 
will make a about the annual Umrah date to join me, I said 
to her: I plan to make a pilgrimage this year. 

She shook her head and said to me that she would come 
with me, and we agreed on that. Fatima was a real friendly 
person, she loves people unlike her daughter, Reem, the 
gloomy girl. She seems like she is thinking deeply before she 
smiled. When she starts to smile, she seems that she regrets 
that idea and retracts, and quickly her mouth was twisted 
into a grimace. 

Omar visited me, he was very sad, claiming that no customer 
came to me this month. That’s a bummer. 


Don’t worry, I'll lend you money. 


I want a hundred and fifty thousand pounds to visit Mecca, 
may God bless me. 

I said: I cannot say “No” for Umrah, but Umrah does not 
need this whole bunch of money. 

He said: I did not pay the school fees, and as you know the 
fees are prohibitively expensive. 

I shook my head and said: I know, but when will you pay off 
your debt? 

At the earliest opportunity, I promise you. 

After a month as I was checking my Facebook page, I sew 
the pictures of Omar published on Facebook, along with his 
wife and daughters, they were plenty of pictures at the Kaaba 
and in France next to the Eiffel Tower. Oh my God, what is 
that? he wrote under this picture that “it was a special 
reward to myself after my striving and hardworking. A 
special reward to myself and to my understanding tolerant 
wife, we are together in a trip to make Umrah and then to 
France!! 

I called Fatima, my neighbor, quickly and told her that I 


would open the door and she should come on the double 


because I feel like I will pass out and ask for ambulance. I 
opened the door of the apartment and did not know what 
happened except when I was in the hospital. 
Omar called me, and I told him that my pressure had 
increased because of him. He said to me: My mother, why 
did you usually misunderstand me? I actually went to 
Umrah, then a customer called me and asked him to put a 
deposit in my bank account so I went to France from my 
money, not from your money, and I will return to you what 
I took after my return. 

One week later, Omar returned back and gave me five 
hundred pounds as a first payment of the debt and promised 
me to pay it all at the end of the month, so I swore to him 
that I would not give him the rent of the apartment until I 
took all the money I paid to him, he said: Phenomenal, that 
is a good idea. 

My days were full and I did not have free time, I liked 
reading too, I had a library in abundance. | started to read 
Aziza notes, I was so busy about them that I did not hear the 
doorbell when it rang but I heard loud voices of Nahla and 
my granddaughters, so I approached the apartment door to 


open the door, when I was about to open the door I| heard 
Nahla saying to her daughters: 

“Do not forget when you see your grandma what would you 
do, they said: We will kiss her and say: Grandma, we love 
you a lot. So I said to myself: Children of meanness, but 
anyway, I love them so much and I care about them more 
than anything else. I cannot forget Sarah's tears while I was 
in the hospital, it is impossible to be fake or fictitious. 

My patience was paid off, I waited impatiently for them to 
depart to resume reading the notes, The diary was so 
exciting that I did not expect. I can say that Aziza’s life was 


full of surprises. 


Although her outward appearance gives you an impression 
of richness, greatness, and pride, her inner feelings were 
unlike. She kept Fridays going to the mosque and she 
keeps clinging to pray despite what she wrote in her diaries 
about her sense of humiliation, shame and fear. The so very 
bizarre thing is that nobody could notice any signs of 


atheism, disbelief or even weak faith. Even so, the other day, 


when I asked her about herself, she replied: Praise be to 
God!. 

Perhaps atheism was born out of a moment when Satan 
conquered her, who knows! 

Among her words, I read: 

The other night, Haji Fahmy was alone. Then, the gardener, 
his wife, and his children traveled to a neighboring village to 
offer condolences on the death of his brother - this is what 
Aziza wrote-I was fourteen years old, and I was serving Haji 
Fahmy. His wife, son Khaled, and daughter Fatima were in 
Cairo, in Maadi. They just came on vacations. My mother 
did not allow me to leave my room when Khaled was on the 
farm, because he was adult and he looked at me with 
admiration, so I saw Fatima only a few times, and I do not 
remember her features now, but she was the same age as me 
or so, and their father didn’t travel to them for being busy 
with the farm, and continued working on it, as it was 
bringing him much money, and it was me and my mother 
worked in his service. We lived in a room far from the 
palace, but it is on the edge of the farm, that day my mother 
went out to buy some things that Haji Fahmy asked her 


from the center of the village of Fahmy, In this disastrous 
afternoon I do not know what about Haji Fahmy, he was in 
a strange case, as if he was drunk, I had never seen him like 
that, he was old, but he was strong, active, and he was 
known for his good behavior, so I was surprised when I was 
sleeping at noon, and he grabbed me strongly, rapped me, I 
could not move, he grabbed me very strongly. No one was 
on the farm at this time. When I cried, nobody heard me, it 
was all a surprise to me, and when my mother returned, I 
told her what happened, so we left the village forever, and 
we went to Cairo. She did not uttered a word about what 
happened. I thought that if she told anyone, no one would 
believe her, so she kept silent, and if they believed her, they 
would not have done anything because Hajj Fahmy, the 
culprit, was very rich. 

My mother worked in house cleaning and rented attic on the 
roof of a house at Giza. As for me, she did not allow me to 
leave the house, and the entire neighborhood knew this, 
until the poor groom asked my mother to marry me. This 
guy was working in a café and lived in the same 


neighborhood. 


My mom rejoiced a lot but at the same time she was worried 
about the scandal, and set the fifth day of menstruation as 
the wedding party, to deceive the groom and things got 
mixed-up. My apartment consisted of two rooms in the same 
neighborhood, and my mother furnished it together with the 
groom. The wedding was so simple and my mother was 
worry and had great concerns, but Hamdi, my husband, did 
not mix things and discovered the truth. He asked me and I 
could not deny_ I was fool and idiot. I told him what 
happened to me, I thought he would be pity for me and he 
really felt pity for me, but he told me: 


You have no guilt for what happened, so I will divorce you a 
year later on the pretext of not having children until I cover 
up for you, and you can marry as a_ divorcee. 
I slept in a room while he was in another, and when I told 
my mother she slapped my face, she was very sad, and she 
died shortly after. 


No conversations were made between us during this year 


unless one of his relatives who visited us, and he coddled me 
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in front of them so that no one would suspect a bit that we 
are a happy couple, but aside from that we would live as 
strangers, each one in a room, | was waiting to hear the 
sound of the door of the apartment closing in the morning 
marking his departure from the room to have his breakfast, I 
lived the life of rats, and throughout this year I asked God to 
destroy Fatima, the daughter of Hajj Fahmy. I wished if she 
lives exactly the same as my own, but I was asking myself: 
how can she live as mine. 

She is a daughter of a rich vicious man who affords people 
protection and sows seeds of fears in their hearts. I thought 
that if he had died she would have inherited a huge legacy, 
so I warmly wholeheartedly prayed that she would have 


wasted all her money and fortune. 


The year passed, I got divorced, and I worked in a doctor’s 
clinic as a secretary. I was good at writing and reading. 
Anyway, I praised God for his favors. I am now divorced, 
better than other things. I used to go to mosques and pray, 
and my joy was indescribable when the doctor asked me to 


marry, but it did not happen, When he asked to be an illegal 
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marriage, I refused, I have been used and God saved me, I 
will not live afraid anymore, and when I refused him, he 
treated me in a bad way which made me leave the clinic, and 
I went to another clinic, and one of the patients asked me to 
marry him, he was a divorced, his work was a butcher, 
Although he was fifty years old and I was twenty years old, I 
agreed. | wanted stability and comfort. He asked about my 
house, my previous husband, I told him all the data, I 
thought that he wanted to ask him about my behavior. 

Sayed married me, the wedding party was great. He was a 
good man and rich. Yet, this is the tragedy; after one year, I 
went to a gynecologist, | wanted to have a baby, I did not 
tell him, I liked to surprise him after being pregnant, but 
after examining, I learned that I am completely healthy and I 
am not blamed for preventing me from having children, so I 
told him about that. He seemed so sad. I told him that if 
God does not want us to have children, I will not be sad and 
I will be satisfied with my destiny. I felt that I insulted him, 
and I thought he had known that he had a problem before, 
After that day, he treated me badly. and asked me to clean 


the house myself without a servant, He deliberated to 
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humiliate me, so I asked him to divorce me, and I intended 
not to marry a second time, I intended to work and depend 
on myself and that’s enough, but he refused, He threatened 
me if I asked for divorce he would get me locked out and 
thrown ina jail. 

I asked him: why? 

He seems as if it was “How?” 

He said: I will tell the police that you are a thief who stole 
my money and you will be arrested within twenty-four 
hours, and you will be imprisoned. 

At the end of the day, I have known “Sayed” was bribing 
informants in the police by giving them meat, so it's not far 
to do it. In the same time I felt weakness to fight. 
I lived with him like a female prisoner at a time, and like a 
housemaid at other times, and as a night girl or escort at 
many times to take the money I could take and sneakily put 
it in the bank, because I’m not sure if he dies, he would 
leave a share of his legacy for me or not. 

Badria closed the notebook to rest a little bit from this 
tragedy, as she did not like the unhappiness. It is coming 
back of the painful headache, she had been suffering since 
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her husband’s death. This time, headache was severe. Badria 
did not like to take medications or pain relievers unless the 
pain persisted. 

She had a cup of tea, but no way, then she took a Analgesic 
tablet, it did not affect also, she tied her head with a 
headscarf, took another analgesic, and tried to sleep. 
Badriah did not like the personality of Aziza, she had a very 
negative energy in her opinion, she should have left this bad 
guy, and no matter what happens after that, but she is funk 
and coward, despite her beauty, Aziza was more beautiful 
than her, but her yearning for revenge, living in the past 
and fearing of people killing any opportunity of jOyness in 
life. 

Badria thought to herself and in inner monologue: 

I was never a coward because I had never kneeled to a 
person. 

What about my fears from the policemen. 

What happened when I saw the policemen was 
unconsciously from me, I really saw the officer a dwarf, I fell 


down on the ground and looked at his shoes and spoke to 
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him, but when I woke up, she I him long and wide, then I 
shouted at him. 

“Was it a fear, was I a scare. I guess No.” Badria said to 
herself in loud voice: 

“I hate the weak and weakness” 

I called Nahla to ask her to come quickly, she was late, I 
invited her and her girls to have lunch with me. Here is how 
our conversation went. 

- Nahla 

- Yes, mama 

- Why are you late? 

She asked me cunningly: 

- Where are you now mama? From where are you talking?? 
Yes, I’m at house. I’m waiting for you for lunch. 


She said in the same tone: Ah yes we will come soon. 


I didn't feel comfortable with her tone, what's wrong? 


I called for Dr. Mahmoud, a plastic surgery and my son by 
breastfeeding, he is my husband’s nephew. I breastfed him 
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with Omar, who is affectionate, kind and I totally trust him, 
and I love him like Omar, sometimes I feel that I love him 
more than Omar, he was always asking about me, and I love 
his daughter Salwa who is five years old 
How are you, Mahmoud? What’s about your clinic? 
Okay mom, thank God I’ve a lot on my plate, and the clinic 
is always packed, but where are you? This phone number is 
not saved on my cell phone. 

So I understood the matter, I called the telephone service, 
and I was told that the phone operator came to my building 
to repair a land phone, and he replaced the phone lines. 


When Nahla came to me and after lunch I asked her to call 
her mother to ask her the phone number of the dentist she 
was going to, so she called her, and her mother asked her 
the same question that she asked me: 


From where are you talking? This is a strange number. 
kook ok 


It is time for Hajj (Pilgrimage) approaching, so I invited 
Omar and Mahmoud for having lunch with me. Nahla came 


with them, Mahmoud’s family and Salwa were there and 
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they sat with Omar’s daughters in one of the rooms in the 
house to play together. Throughout the day, Mahmoud was 
trying to tempt me to do some multiple plastic surgeries. 
Tummy Tuck, Abdominoplasty, face cheek lift, polishing, 
vision correction, and dimples, I asked him: 

What the hell! Why do I have all of these surgeries? I'm not 
going to find a guy to get married again, and | like myself 
who am I. 

So, his logic to convince me went like this: 

God is beautiful and loves beauty. You can rejuvenate 
yourself and get your youth back with half the costs. I will 
only take from you the price of my medical assistants and 
equipments. 

When they were ready to leave, he gave me a message of 
assurance and said: Think in the matter, and you will find 
me in less than a second. You don’t need to be in the clinic, 
it is always packed and busy. I know you will feel bored 


when you will be stuck waiting for your turn. 


HEBQGO SOW 
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I called Fatima to meet me to go together to buy Hajj 
clothes, and I spent a good time with her, I went home, 
excited to read the rest of the diaries, though it caused 
horrible painful headache, I was eager to know what’s 
happened. When I opened my door I was surprised to find 
Omar, Nahla and their kids at home, they met me with an 
extraordinary warmth. 

“What's going?” I said: “I mean, welcome” 

So Sarah said: We will stay with you for a short time, my 
dear grandmother, one month, because our house is upside 
down, that there are workers in our house painting the wall, 
and fortunately, the school is nearby to your home, my dear. 
Then she kissed me. 

Her age is not suitable to the words coming from her mouth. 
For me, it seems that her mother had taught her to say these 
words. 

I said then: 


My dear family, you are welcome. 


I hugged them, then I excused them and said: I will go out 
to the club and said to them: Don’t worry, you have a lot of 
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food in the fridge. 

I took Aziza notes and went to Al-Jazira Club, of course, I 
will not sit at home, they will ask me for many things like.. 
my grandmother, I love your food, ... my grandmother I love 
the cakes that you cook, ... my grandmother blah blah blah 
ae Their requests will not finish anymore, it is enough for 
them once a week as I do every week, I am sixty years old, 
and cannot stand working in the kitchen every day. 

I went back to the diary: 

I prayed every night that God would relieve me of this 
misery, and that Fatima the daughter of Haji Fahmi would 
destroy, until my husband died,I was glad for his death, who 
loves his jailer? But the surprise was that he left me a lot of 
money, he wrote to me all his wealth, and I did not know 


the reason, I did not understand him being alive or dead. 


Sayed did not have a son from his first marriage. 
After his death, I was examining his papers, which I did not 
dare to touch it in his life, I found a will for me. In this will, 


he bequeathed to me all his wealth for my suffering with 
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him, his constant threat to me, and my deprivation of 
reproduction. 

In his will, he admitted that he was deliberately treating me 
so badly. This was odd and strange for me. Usually some 
men spontaneously be cruel, as a form of self-defense or may 
be to have a sense of little bit strength or may be rendered to 
a mental illness, as a man who may hit his woman without 
controlling himself. This problem may be resulted from 
other faults, intensity of anger, miserliness, yet Sayed was 
deliberately purposed to insult me, he was hurting me with 
full consciousness, because he was impotent and unable to 
have children and he felt insecure. 

After my marriage ended, and received my bequeath, the 
money was enough to secure my life, I wished if I know how 
Fatima lives her life to be feel better and satisfied I wish she 
would live a miserable life. She was the daughter of the man 
who completely destroyed my life, and caused also my 
mother's death. 

I traveled to Mansoura and from there to Fahmy village, and 
I went to the house of Ibtisam. She was my neighbour and a 


friend in my village, I found noone, except a brother and his 


30 


wife. All things have changed, my facial appearance and 
features have changed too. So, when they gaze at me, they 
did not recognize me. In our first meeting, I introduced 
myself to them and asked them about Ibtisam, so they told 
me that she got married and lives in Cairo in Giza, and I 


took the address and went back to Cairo. 


HBQGO SOW 


I left the diary to have a little bit rest, looked at my 
husband's picture hanging on the wall, and asked him: 
Didn't you really love me? If I had no family and wealth you 
would have hated me? Like those other men? I really did not 
imagine Raafat like those villains. He was very affectionate 
and tender, and he did not hurt anyone. He used to be 
before me in carrying anything, whether a bag or my baby, 
along lifetime, he never bothered me to do something harsh. 
So, I was voluntarily serving him with love and giving him 
all care because he deserved my love. I longed to see him like 


I do with the sea, the sky and verdant view. He was like 


ea 


these Insatiable things which were and are still always renew 


my joyfulness. 


After his death, I preferred not to re-marry. It wasn’t only 
for Omar, but also because men love the strong, smart 
woman, and at the same time the generous woman who 
gives everything. I said to myself it’s better not to marry 
that I have my beautiful apartment and a good pension, so 
why bring troubles to myself. I know I was not a beautiful 
woman, I was less than average in beauty, but my husband 
loved me for my way of thinking, for my mind, my 
personality, and for devoting myself to serve him, When he 
woke up in the morning seeing me bring to him the 
breakfast tray to his bed, I fed him with one hand and give 
him the tea with the other hand, then he found his clothes 
ready and his shoes shining. I changed his daily socks and 
put another clean socks in his shoes. Knowing what he 
wants with just a gesture, I did not complain to him from 
anyone, I was solving my problems on my own; | was not 
helpless or weak in front of his family, Everything was 
exemplary and ideal, and I did not like to be insulted or 
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unrespected. However, my role as a wife should be respected. 
He therefore trusted me, and I knew everything about him. 
Our life was perfect and lucent, and I did not allow anyone 
to disturb our life 

I went back to the diaries: 

“I met Ibtisam, my childhood friend, but I didn't tell her the 
series of the miserable events happened to me. My story 
deserves to be a soup opera. | hated to tell anybody about 
that, but she was fascinated by my luxurious apartment 
when she visited me, she had two daughters, and she lived a 
simple life. I asked her about Haji Fahmy and what is his 
news, but I show no interest in that and I pretended to be 
just for chatting. She extremely talked to me about them, 
After the death of Haji Fahmy, his son sold all his property 
and traveled to America and no one knows anything about 
him. His sister came to the village to ask about her father's 
property but she was surprised to know that her brother sold 


everything even their common heirlooms. 


I was overjoyed and extremely happy. God fulfilled my 
wishes, praise be to God, kindness to God, the mighty 


33 


avenger of man. | made up compassion and sorrow trying to 
hide my happiness. Ibtesam said to me: Do not be upset and 
don’t feel sorry for her, God is forever and ever generous, 
not leaving her alone. Her husband is very rich, a high status 
man, you can say a VIP man. He loves her so much and 


made her happy. 


I got very sad, where is the justice then? There is no justice 
in life. It is a unfair life! Ibtesam smiled to comfort and 
relieve me. She described my heart as affectionate, but in fact 
hatred almost tore me apart. I left the house crying, asking 
myself: How the daughter of the man who destroyed my life 
can be happy? Is not this injustice? I did not sleep that night, 
and I prayed for her to live a miserable life just like me. Oh. 
My God, I just want the justice. 
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Once the shock wore off, rational thinking set in and 

he calmed down, I thought of the word of Ibtesam, that Haji 
Fahmy was unjust, my mother always described him as good 
in front of me, and then I said to myself, surely my mom 
was saying this out of fear by him, and in order to keep her 
job with him. Perhaps she was careful before messing up 
with his fame before me, being afraid to spill her words to 
anyone there, because I was so young. 

A week later, Ibtesam visited me and I knew the address of 
Fatima in Cairo, and I looked for an apartment close to her 
apartment or near the same building, and thank God I found 
what I want, an apartment in the same building, so that I 
can keep an eye on it. | rented the apartment, | did not 
leave my old apartment in old cairo, I didn’t tell Ibtesam 
about that new flat, so I was just ask her visiting me in my 
old apartment. 

I took some things from the old apartment to move it to the 
new apartment, like some clothes, then I went to clean the 
apartment from every time-worn things, maybe changing the 


place made the activity circulate in my body and makes me 
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thinking about changing and cleaning things, even though I 
should not have done that since the death of Sayed, 

I started cleaning a room closet, and I left nothing old or 
used throwing these stuff away without regret. I cleaned the 
house perfectly, I moved the mattress to the balcony, but for 
the first time I noticed a cut at this mattress, so I felt it with 
my hands and while I was thinking about changing it, and 
buying a new one. | felt something strange, I stretched my 
hand through this hole and found some papers, What is 
that? 

I eagerly read these papers. They were written by Sayed. It’s 
his own handwriting, I know it. (I hate my brothers, I 
understood the reason for my wife left the house and asked 
me to divorce her, they drove a wedge between me and my 
wife to get her hate me, I knew that from a neighbor who 
saw them visiting a witch, then I went to the witch and she 
confessed with this fact.Then, I told the police, but useless, 
because she married another man. 


I will not leave them any money to avenge them, bastards. 
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Part 2 


Moving to the new apartment with this great feature for 
watching her. There, I used to sit in the balcony every day, 
eating my food, drinking tea and just doing everything on 
the balcony.I put on the parapet pots of crops for watching 
sneakily, through them without anyone noticing. At night, 
turning off the lights and sitting smoking cigarettes trying to 
watch her closer. Always, seeing her happy with her kids or 
delighted with her husband, I couldn’t see them clearly, but 
they seem in a good health and having vigorous life, they are 
walking and jogging on their feet. It sucks to see her son 
who is always playing with his guitar which interprets his 
happiness and joy. God damn Fahmy’s grandchildren and 
offspring. The other day, I saw her shuffling and leaning up 
on her couple of goddamn puppies _ of course I mean her 
sons__ to get her into the car, so I pondered what was going 
on? That’s it. I saw her leg wearing a cast or a splint. | 


cheered up at seeing her in a vulnerable situation. Even so, 
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when I reflected a bit and actually think about this situation, 
my happiness faded away but not evaporated, at least she 
had kids who she leaned up on them. Desperately, I 
perpetuated and stretched my reflections to my situation, I’m 
in unpalatable situation. I felt this kind of sad increased 
incrementally because I did not have a son or a daughter, no 


offspring. At this point, what I felt that I lost my life. 


When I first noticed that a neighbor interested in me and 
trying to start a conversation with me, but I hated his 
interest, who is this guy? what does he want me to do? It is 
large enough now. Having suffered a lot of men_ suffered a 
lot of pains. Aren’t they all scoundrels? The other day, I saw 
him accidentally at the entrance of the building, he spoke to 
me with a smile on his face asking me on my point of view 
about the way the management of the building is running 
and asked me_ if I can partake to join the activities of 
building management and attending the meetings etc, then 


he asked me to give him my phone number to add it to the 
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building group chat. From that day forward, trying to get 
along with me and started sending massages to me, his name 
was Rushdie, 50 years old. He appears tall, looks prima facie 
elegant and very well-respected. Then, he asked me to marry 
him, I refused without thinking. Ever since, when we met 
accidentally at the entrance of the building, I saw him with 
fizzled out hope and a kind of depressed and desperate man, 
but I do not pay attention to his emotions or depression no 
only for him but for the whole thing called “men”. Men are 
toxic, the beginning of a relationship, men pretend to be 
depressed and then they get woman depressed, so let him go 


to hell with his depressions. 


HBQGO SOW 


Whenever reading Aziza’s diary _I can say it is an epic_ 
Badriya was feeling sad and depressed. Now, headache 


excruciating me again, but I still had to finish the diary to 


ae 


the end to find out everything about this dismal sly 
character. The phone rang, it was Fatima asking about 
arrangements for the following day's travel, which would be 
planned to take place on Wednesday of September. Really, 
it was hot, and I told her that Omar was the one who would 
get us to the airport. She did not object, and I was amazed at 
it. 

I thought her children and husband would be determined to 
accompany her, but they just said goodbye to the door of the 
building. 


They contented themselves with just saying goodbye at The 
building's front door, Reem, her daughter, did not look 
good, as if she was locked in a dungeon thrown out to see 
her family, her dress lacks to harmony and weirdly 
wrinkled. Her clothes were badly wrinkled as if it was taken 
from dog's mouth_ as the saying goes. Iyad, her brother, 


was as if he is intoxicate or unconscious while Adham, their 
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younger brother, was like to be alert and motivated, looking 
around himself as if being afraid of a lion will came and 
attack him unexpectedly. I said to myself about Fatima, 
what a miserable, she was. Though she was smiling and 
treats me friendly, yet she didn’t not feel that there is a 
problem. I didn’t see her husband. When she got ready to 
ride into the car, Fatima looked at the balcony of her 
apartment waving her hand, apparently greeting her spouse, 


who was standing on the balcony. 


HEBQGOSOW 


Badriya took Aziza’s diary with her to read it during the 
long travel, She is eager craving for finding out how the 


story came up, especially Fatima was not disrupting her, as 


4] 


she was also busy writing her diaries. One evening, she said 


to her: “If I die, I entrust you with my diary - my secrets”. 


Yet, Badriya was not this sort of women who likes to feel 


blue and to mention death in every occasion, so she said to 


her: 


"God bless you, May God grant you long life and give you 


the pleasure of seeing your grandchildren” 


+EEQTO OW 


Badriya came back the diary and read: 


“I used to visit Ibtisam from time to time giving her 
daughters gifts. They cling to me for this reason. Yet, I 
think it is not conditional love for Ibtisam are urging me to 
hang out every week. Last time, she asked me to go out I 


refused and apologized to her for I did not like to hang out 
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though her meticulous description on how magnificence is 


Al-Azhar garden and its gorgeousness: 


“You can not imaging how impressive to see the stunning 


pyramids, the amazing castle and the wonderful Mosque of 


Amr ibn al-Aas” 


She was talking to me enthusiastically, but her perfect words 
and urging statements didn’t get me to change my mind and 
making up something else. I was not _ shaken, 
What Makes these things Cool or beautiful? She is an idiotic 
rural lady, it doesn't bother me to be alone, moreover I like 
to be alone. Loneliness helps you to think about this life. 
Lift is a creepy and dull. Here is the game, unfair life is 
impossible to have a fair law. Nonsense, the bad people are 
the rich and the happy, in contrast, the good ones are the 
unhappy and the miserable. I sat on my balcony_ the 


watchtower_ looking over the plants. 
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Smoke rising to the sky, I waited to see this woman lying 
paralyzed in the street, but she still wears elegant clothes, 
while she and her kids are still living a decent life. Where is 
the justice then! There is no justice in life. God has not 
avenged me, I will inevitably take my life...suicide. Why do I 
live in this unfair life, why I'm just wretched and miserable. 


It is a crystal clear that “Everybody is happy but me”. 


Badriya stopped to turn over the pages of the diary and 
closed the diary cursing Aziza. She is a lunatic when she 
missed two opportunities for having a decent life. This first 
was Rushdie, their neighbor. Badriya knew him so well. 
This great guy did not get married because he was so 
protective of his sisters and assumed their responsibility in 
life after their parents deceased. He was wealth and well- 
respected. His mother was an intimate friend to Badriya’s 


mother, what a blind idiot who sees only evil in life. 
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Badriya slept on this day after the noon prayer. Then, she 
woke up at three o'clock, it’s the afternoon prayer time. 
Looking for Fatima, but she was not in the room. Before 
sleeping she was with her in the room writing her diaries. It 
seems that she went to the Kaaba to be alone, praying, okay. 
Badriya turned the TV on, and prepared herself a cup of tea, 
with some dessert. Then, in the newscast, she was disturbed 
when she heard the news of a crane fallen in the Great 


Mosque of Mecca, and that some persons died. 


She felt panicked, throwing on the first dress she found and 
went out to look for Fatima. Trying to call in, but Fatima’s 
phone was unfortunately in the room. She apparently 


wanted to be alone in El-Haram. 


I run like the wind and rushed to El-Haram and asked about 
the scene, I was horror-struck. There, I learned from the 
people there that the dead and wounded individuals were 


taken to Agiad hospital. So, I went to the public hospital, 
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and I asked about the names of the wounded and the dead 
people there. Experienced great anxiety and waiting long 
hours to find the names of the victims of the accident. Oh 
my God, Fatima’s name was in the list of the wounded 
people. Felt like bless and I thank God for everything. I 
rushed to visit her in her room, she was in very bad 
condition, the nurse asked me not to stay beyond five 
minutes. She clinically investigated Fatima and reassured 
her about her medical condition. Praise be to God, I said to 
Fatima when I saw her. She smiled slightly and said to me in 
a very weak voice that she is very happy that she will die in 
Mecca as she wished. Then, she asked to promise her to care 
of Reem, her daughter, saying: | “Promise me whatever 
happens, don’t give up on her. She’s still young. She needs 
care, and help her until she get married”. Then she looked at 
me imploringly, while her eyes were brimming with tears. 
It’s the first time to see Fatima vulnerable and needy that 


way. 
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“You will be fine. Don’t worry!” I said “you will see Reem 
live happy and you will attend her wedding day and carry 
her children.” She smiled that faint smile as if she did not 
believe me and as if she was confident of her death, then she 
said to me: “My diary is there in the room. Do not give it to 
anybody whosoever. If you want to publish it, do that but 


please change the names, titles and places. 


At this moment, the nurse entered the room and urged me 
to leave. It was the last moment to see Fatima except for the 
time of washing and shrouding her before burial. Her 
departure has eaten me up and get me feeling blue and sad, 
she was really good and nice. Several days later, | 
remembered her will to me. She asked me to keep her 
diaries. It’s easy, but what about “Reem”, her daughter. It 
was a horrible job. It was not easy for Reem to obliterate that 
fact that her mom dead. She experienced a great trauma. She 
was in my pray to God asking for mercy, how can I get this 


girl married. Then, I relieved myself of this feeling of 
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suffering and convincing myself that perhaps one day she 
would marry a suitable guy who can give her cheer and joy 
and can get rid of her depression and to help her to 


overcome her grief. 


The pilgrimage journey was long , lasted for a whole month. 
So, I returned to read Aziza’s diaries day in day out. 
However, I’ve no desire to read Fatima's diaries except in 
Cairo that I had no time for them. My whole thing was to 
pray. I did not want to be distracted myself from prayers and 
to devote myself to this spiritual journey. While, I was busy 
reading Holy Quraan, the phone rang, Reem was crying and 
asking about the details of her mother’s death. Her 
plight and painful suffering was reduced by convincing her 
that her mother died happy because she had a death-wish to 
die in Mecca or Medina, and God gave her what she asked 
for. Yet, Reem was still crying until I pitied her. She is 
tearing my heart out I wish if she can get out of her deep 


grieves howsoever. So, I asked her about what she need to 
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buy and whether she needs her purchases to be from 
Makkah or Madinah, When I asked her, she stopped 


screaming and thanked me. 


Trying to reassured her, I said that I'll be stand with her as I 


promised her mom. 


Every day, I was like sending a massage to Reem to feel that 
she will not be alone. I also sent to her some images of 


scarves to choose what she likes to buy for herself. 


I went back to read Aziza’s grim diary: 


“I hate all men, God cursed them. They are all wicked and 
foul being. The other day, sitting on my balcony when I saw 
the owner of the building, strong Badriya _ as I call her_ 
as she went out with Fatima. I do not know what were their 
destination. I decided to woo Badriya to know where they 


were going just trying some details about Fatima’'s life. 
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Simply, this is my target the moment Faima’s life goes 
miserable, I will be happy. Badriya is a strong, brown 
woman, with a prominent jaw, and she is a gab-toothed. It 
may give her some charisma that when speaking, she seems 
attractive. She is rational and balanced, she certainly did not 
suffer in her life like me, some people enjoy a safe and 
secure life, free from the severe preoccupations and life 
troubles that kill the soul. On the other hand, some people, 
like me, are cursed, tortured for no reason, as if God had 


created them only to punish them. 


HEBQGOSOW 


At this point, Badriya sighed and said to herself, May God 
forgive her; as she knows the rest of drama. She visited her 
on the eve of Eid al-Fitr, and with her a gift of homemade 
Eid Cakes, it was delicious, and she stayed up with her and 


drank a cup of tea, deserting with cakes. It was a nice 
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evening, then she visited her again, bringing gifts of pie and 
delicious countryside food. Then, the relationship developed 
to accompany her to Al-Jazira Club with Fatima and her. 
Fatima never talk about her personal life never invited her to 
visit, so Aziza got tired of accompanying her, and she 


stopped visiting them. 


HBQGO SOW 


Badriya returned to read the diaries: 


“Fatima did not know me, nor remembered me, she saw me 
very little, I did not tell her about the details of my life or 
my origin. Fatima never invited me to visit her at home, so I 
know a little bit about her life details. I don’t know how her 
relationship with her husband or her children goes etc. She 
was always wearing a smile which burns me from inside and 


my anger and hatred against her increased day by day. I 
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stopped seeing her, but I did not stop smoking on my 
balcony, in the darkness of the night, and cursed life and the 


beings who are doomed to live in this inevitable life.” 


Badriya stopped reading the notes, and she remembered the 
day when Fatima called her, telling her that smoke was 
coming from the balcony of her apartment on the seventh 
floor, and she called Aziza at the time to warn her, she said 
to her: Rest assured that it is an incense fume that I put on 


the balcony. 


Headache pain increased due to Aziza notes, so I took some 
analgesics, and tried to sleep a little bit, but useless. I went to 
many doctors for treatment with no benefit, so I adapted to 
it you can say I used to it or coexisted with it. However, 


nobody has to see my pains so I concealed my pains and 
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suffering from the eyes of others around me. So. when pains 
attack me in the club, I ought to go home or drank a cup of 
coffee, but it wasn’t a subject matter anyone to share with. 
Pains are something you have to obliterate and ignore. For 
me, it was something like a psychological therapy or 
comfort, because I don’t like to be pitied from others. I 
certainly suffer from my husband's absence, and feel weak 


without him, but I don’t like to appear weak and vulnerable. 


+EQGO OW 


It shouldn't be much longer now to go home to Cairo. So, 
Badriya felt worry, how will she meet Fatima's daughter, and 
give her mother’s bag. What a difficult moment! so May 
God have mercy upon her. Badriya was surprised to find 
Reem welcome her, she was sad and heartsick. Badriya 
hugged her warmly, she returned with her to her house and 


comforted her, but her frustration continues, and Badriya 


a3 


saw herself responsible of her because of her mother’s will. 
She pitied Reem, and invited her to visit her at any time, so 
Reem visited her several times. The relationship between 
them increased because Reem wanted to talk about herself, it 
seems that Fatima were not giving her all proper care. 
Gradually, step by step, Reem considered herself as a 
member of Badriya ’s household, like a member of Badriya ’s 
family. Unfortunately, Badriya failed to act cupid and to 


find a bridegroom for her. 


Despite numerous attempts, they saw her as bleak. She had a 


tinge of depression on her face. 


It was Friday, when Badriya invited Reem to have lunch in 
the club, she accepted the invitation. Badriya arranged a 
meeting with a doctor to have a lunch with her without 
geting Reem thinking that she is the physician who treat her. 


So, all the settings were done without telling her the 
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meticulous details. It is a plan, but on basis of good faith. 
Her name was Doaa, and she was friendly, Reem did not 
notice that my meeting with the doctor was intentionally 
and managed by me. She believed that she is a friend of 
mine, especially since she knew some of my relatives for a 
lineage relationship between her family and my family. 
During the conversation the phone rang, and it was a 
surprise to Badriya when the spokesman was Haj Saleh who 
was the supervisor of the Hajj trip. What did he want? he 
proposed to marry Badriya. This request caused Badriya to 
get angry, She refused politely and closed the phone without 
allowing him to answer. Reem started chuckling and then 
laughed very loudly, Badriya get real irritable of Reem but 


she tried not endure and to cope her anger. However, Reem 


behaved like a childish. 


Badriya asked herself: Is she so old? Is it impossible for 
anyone to see her attractive? The phone rang another time, 


but this time, Badriya didn’t answer. Reem is still laughing 
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loudly, Badriya said to Reem and the doctor: “I think he 
thinks I am in a good health, because I went down every day 
to ElHaram, and I didn’t seem to be tired, He didn’t know 
that I take many painkillers. I sleep a lot, and I cannot serve 
anyone. Though, Reem did not stop laughing, while the 
doctor answered it politely: it is the nature of human being 
that the man loves to live with the woman, and she is so, for 


not being alone. 


Badriya flung her hands and said to her: “Let us be realistic, 
I can’t because of son Omar and my grandchildren, and my 
free life I am used to live, I sleep whenever I want and 
hanging whenever I desire. This guy may need a woman to 
take care of him, and I'm not ready to that errand, the 
doctor smiled and said: I think that usually the subconscious 
mind orients women refuse to marry for the disapproval of 


society fearing of the gossip of people about her. I said 
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strongly: I don’t care what community care about, I don’t 
care.. et all the people go to hell . 
Doaa continued: I have cases for some children who suffered 
from severe depression after their mothers’ marriage, and the 
reason is the society's viewpoint. It’s a sick prospective. | 


think if the marriage was something bad or harmful, God 
would have forbid it. 


Badriya said: If God’s will is to marry, surely I would not 
care the society. But, you see,it has been twinty years since 
~) 

husband passed. Now, Omar is a grown young man. Ten 
years ago, he said to me: “Mom, if you wanna marry, never 
mind, it’s your right.” In fact, I refrained myself to think in 
marriage that my late spouse was a perfect man. He never 


deprived me of tenderness and care, as well as my father. 


Doaa said persistently: But I see that the community is the 


impetus of your refusal. Listen to me, my late aunt, may God 
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have mercy upon her, was like a soldier, she was very 
serious, when her husband died she refused to marry, she 
wore baggy clothes and she was wearing gloves in her hands 
at the height of the heat. She was careful not to talk to men. 
However, at death time, she talked dirty words, even all 
nighter dancer in a nightclub could not uttered. I asked her 


curiously: “What did she say?” 


Doaa said: “We were in the hospital and my aunt was very 
sick, the doctor told us that she was dying, we were in the 
room, me and my mother and my other aunts, we said 
testimony _“ElShahada” _( There is no deity except God 
and Muhammad is the messenger of God). We said it in 


front of her to repeat it, she said: Where is Akram? 


There was no one in the family has a name like that, so we 
didn’t answer, then she said: “Akram, my love, how much I 
loved him, and I took off my clothes and my gloves only in 


front of him, where is he?” 
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We were sure that my aunt was serious, never spoken to any 
man, she was fasting and praying all the time. Her 
subconsciousness was sure thinking of that man whom no 


one of us knows. 


Here, Reem tried not to crack up but burst into laughter 
again. She didn’t expect a serious woman talking like that. 
It’s so funny, a brilliant snippet of a comedy film trigging 
real belly laugh. I have not seen Reem laughing such like 
that, giggling from the bottom of her heart. I discovered 
something new with her. When she laughed, she could not 
stop laughing easily. On return way to the car, she was as if 
she was idiots, she was walking if she was dancing, her 
walking reminded me of her mother's gait, may God have 
mercy upon her soul. Her mother was walking as if she was 
dancing a little, but Reem more intense. Her gait was like a 
wagging duck. 


The meeting with Doaa passed safely. It was designed to 


ag 


have such meetings on regular basis on weekly basis at the 
club. 

My life was busy, especially after I adopted Reem, I 
considered her my daughter, and I have to treat her 


according to the will of her mother. 


Badriya has resumed reading Aziza notes: 


I used to go to my apartment in Old Cairo regularly a day 
per week to meet Ibtisam, and one summer, Ibtisam invited 
me to accompany them on a trip to Marsa Matruh, but I 
refused. She insisted to go with them but I didn’t accept. 
Throughout my sitting with her, I was talking about the 
accidents that I read in the newspapers, my talks were always 


bleak and hard to be pleasant, until she got bored sitting 
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with me so she didn’t contact me. When I contacted her, she 
didn’t answer, then she abandoned me completely. I bought 
some gifts for her daughters in order to restores the ties of 
relations between us but all these were in vain. They did not 


welcome me, and the visits were completely stopped. 


I tried to live in artificial happiness, I got bored from 
loneliness, so I traveled to Italy through a tourism company. 
However, my deeper sadness accompanied me, I only 
wished to hear that the detestable Fatima became broken and 
miserable. Until I know that, I still feel down. If I hear bad 
news about her, I would recover from my sorrows, and I 
would enjoy my life to the full, yet I have never seen any 
signs of sadness with Fatima. She is Always smiling, 
elegant, and I am oppressed and sad. This life is not fair so I 


have to end mylife.” 


Now, Aziza's diary is over. Done!! Badriya asked God for 


help to get rid of the evil thoughts Aziza experienced, that 


61 


Badriya felt the beauty of life in every thing, sad and happy 
moments. Life is just a journey, it is like a short trip that 


does not deserve all of these struggles. 


Badriya deeply dived in her thought about her life, and said 
to herself: I have tasted the bitterness of deprivation in my 
life, nevertheless, I am more fortunate than others, I have 
married after all my friends did. I gave up not to marry and 
accept it so that I was attending their wedding parties one 
after another, and I shared them joyness in the birth of their 
children. Although no groom proposed to me to get 
married, I was suffering of anxiety silently. My hopes were 
like any girl to wear a dress of wedding party, and to have a 
child, that until Raafat proposed to marry me, he was a 
brother of a friend of mine. It happens to meet him several 
times. Never thought of him to be my man so that I was 
looking with his sister for him a bride, a good 
unmatched girl. As his mother and sister despaired of him, 


they said to him: Why do not you marry Badriya? That’s it. 
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All of the sudden, the marriage took place, and then I tasted 
the bitterness of deprivation and anxiety again, when | have 
been deprived of having children for ten years, during this 
period of time, I felt sad and down visiting doctors, clinging 
only for a hope of treatment to have a child. I sometimes 
waited for my turn at the doctor clinic until dawn. I 
underwent Intracytoplasmic sperm injection several times, 
and every time it failed. Finally, it worked. Once I was 
pregnant and rejoiced with great joy. My pregnancy 
remained like six months, then the fetus died. Here, my grief 
was deep, after six months of happy dreams, waiting to give 
birth and the anticipation, my dream died, the joy faded 
away. Can you imagine how a broken feeling is it? But with 
my husband’s support, He relieved me and helped me to get 
rid of a lot of sorrows, particularly as he told his family that 
he was responsible of not having children not me. What a 
great man, he was. At this point of life, no one permit 


himself to blame me or underestimate my fertility as a 
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woman. However, again I was suffering in silence, as I, like 
any woman of common sense, silently yammering and 
yearning for pregnancy, breastfeeding and to have a child 
calling me “mom”. I lived in this thing for ten years 
suffering alone, I did not complain to anybody whosoever. I 
was trying to forget my pains, trying to content myself and 
rejoice in my husband's love and under his protection. Guess 
what! God gave me a baby. I gave birth to Omar, then I was 
deeply saddened by him when he suffered pneumonia. When 
he was three years old when he caught the disease, it was a 
difficult situation, very hard time, that I went through, So, I 
vowed to God that if he recovered, I would fast on Mondays 
and Thursdays each week. Until now, I perpetuated to fast 
them in fulfillment of my vow, as he is my only son, and I 
pray to God to protect him. I lost my kind husband twenty 
years ago, and it was not easy to lose a kind heart, a good 
companion, then I was deprived of my father and my mother 


shortly after the death of my husband, They were as a 
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paradise of ample shadows of love, affection and care. Really, 
Aziza suffered more than me, but it is all the wisdom of God 
we would not be learned about except on the Day of 
Resurrection, when everyone on the face of the earth would 
fulfilled his full deeds. Aziz’s paradox was that despite, God 
Almighty Blessed her good things, she did not let them to be 
manifested in her life and refused them all. She rejected the 
groom Rushdie, God sent her to make up for what she had 
lost and the grief and sadness she experienced. She did allow 
herself to see the real beauty of the sea as it reflects to every 
single hue and color on the face of the earth. Didn’t she 
contemplate the color of the sky as it gave us wisdom, 
confidence trust in God and the beauty of nature and the 
colors of flowers around us bring hope to all the perplexed 


people over there 
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Glory be to God, she only saw the dark side of life. She had 
abundant money. Perhaps, if she left her husband who 
threatened her with imprisonment and to exploit his power, 
and reported police against him and relied on God, her life 


would have changed. 


Headache returned, and the pain intensified, so she called 
Mahmoud and asked him for a medicine to relieve her from 
this headache, when she asked him about a medicine he 


laughed and said to her: 


”"Mom, I know your treatment, some plastic surgery, then 
you can get married, thus the headache will end 
immediately. I laughed at his words, then he mentioned to 
her some proposed grooms, the owner of the hospital where 


he works, He depicted him: 


“He walks on a stick but he can see barely. May be he 


sometimes forgets his name, but he is very rich.” 
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I laughed so badly, but strangely I did not feel a headache... 
simply, headache has gone. She then hung up, and told 
herself that Mahmoud never gave up on convincing her 
plastic surgery, she told herself that he might need some 
money. 

Badriya thought that Fatima's diary may be so depressing, 
that you should rest for several days before reading it, as this 


is too much for her. 


The phone rang, Mahmoud was offering me a trip to Sharm 
El-Sheikh and he told me that he had booked for us in one 
of the hotel apartments three apartments for me, Omar, 
Reem and her brothers, and he told me that the prices are 
cheap because they had a special offer given to the company 
of his wife's father, Soha. Her father is working as an 
engineer in an oil company, and he told me that the time of 
the trip shall be two days later. I told him how I can prepare 
our bags in just couple of days, so he apologized and said: 


Oh, Sorry, but I can get Soha help you to do this job. 
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Moreover, if you want to buy anything, I will help you, 


believe me it is an opportunity should not be missed. 


Reem was offered my participation and family on this trip, 
she asked her father’s permission and he agreed, on 
condition that her two brothers went with her, we spent the 
two days together to prepare for this trip. Badriya noticed 
that Reem’s mood changed and feelings enhanced. She 
seemed happy when she was preparing for the trip, and her 
brothers, Adham and lyad, joined her, They were a nice 
companions, we spent happy time, but Reem was sometimes 
suddenly, and without any introductions, her face crumbled 
and left us while we were on the beach and go to her room 


ina depressive case. 


One day, while we were on the beach, Reem and I were 
sitting behind Mahmoud and Soha, so I heard Soha says to 
Mahmoud: Thank God, aunt Badriya saved us from loosing 


our money, praise be to God, but do not book for anyone 
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after that, if aunt Badriya and Reem did not come we would 
be the ones who paid the price of the two apartments which 
my father booked to your bad friends, and then they 
apologized only before two days carelessly, I looked at 
Reem, and I found her absent-minded, she did not hear 
what was said, and I pretended not to hear anything. What 


is important here is that we enjoyed the trip. 


HEBQGOSOW 


Iyad was playing guitar or contemplate the sea and sky, 
Adham was swimming in the morning before vacationers 
wake up. He didn’t have meals with us, but alone, he was 
sitting alone on the beach to read Quran or some books. 
Sometimes they were playing football together with Omar, 
Mahmoud and the children. 
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The last day we stand up till dawn, they discussed about the 
music whether is it a forbidden thing or not according to 
religion, their voices got loud and they didn’t agree upon a 
point. They became three groups, Adham and Mahmoud 


saw it is forbidden, Iyad not, Omar is neutral. 


I asked Mahmoud: “Why then you let the music played in 


your clinic?” 


He said: “I know that it’s bad but the customers like it, for 


me it irritates me. 


The school year started, Reem kept visiting me on Friday. 
She has no girlfriends, strangely enough and we had friendly 
talks: 


Me: “Why Reem?” 
Reem : “Because, I do not like their banality and trivialities” 


Me _ : ”Live your days, my daughter, how do you sit alone at 


university?” 
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This is better than their banality, and sometimes they look at 
me as if I went nut; I swear to God, I’ll never talk to them, 


life is bleak, I hate it. 


This word reminded me of Aziza, so I rose up with its 
ridiculous thinking and implications, and felt anxious for 
Reem. 

I have to treat her or help her to get married, to prevent her 
from taking her life _ committing suicide_ I thought. 
Omar, Nahla and the girls came and invited us to attend 
Sarah's party at the school on the occasion of Spring Festival, 
Reem was happy about that. She loved the little girls and 


caress and patting them. 


HBQGO SOW 


71 


It is the time to meet Doaa, the doctor, tried to make Reem 
interesting in a hobby to love herself and trust life again. 
The negative side in the issue that I started to feel bored of 
Doaa words. Her thoughts emenated from the theoretical 
and academic side. She seemed trying to memorize what she 
studied in university rather than to understand who is the 


person communicating with. 
This time, she commented on Reem and said: 


You run away from your thoughts, and you escape of your 
trouble by hearing loud music, blah...blah....blah.. Her 
words were like nothing but theories she memorized from 
her university books. All these words are not applicable to 
Reem case. Her logic and debates did not convince me. I 
think Reem has a problem can be solved easily if I read her 
mother's diary. Dreadful feelings prevent me to read it, but I 


have to do. I will do it to help Reem, trying to adhere to her 


de 


mother’s will. How can a man marry a girl with such drama 
and depressions. If so, it would be a miracle from God. 


Shadow of Fatima, Reem's mother, was chasing and haunted 


my thinking so long, I always remember her looking at me 


on her deathbed, crying for me to take care of her daughter. 


+rEQTO SOW 


Buckled up and initiated to turn over the pages of Fatima's 
diary and start to read it. The beginning was nice and 
encouraging me to go on. She _ started by talking about 
happiness and wonderful days that she lived in the confines 
of her mother, then her husband and her mother in law. She 
said: I lived a happy life, with my father and mother, they 


spoiled me to the utmost degree, my needs are all gotten, 
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Most of time, I stayed in Cairo, my father refused to leave 
the farm, and my mother refused to leave Cairo. We traveled 
everywhere in summer, but in winter there were few visits 
because my studies were in Cairo. I did not notice that my 
mother and my father have dissimilarities and I did not find 
out such thing but after their death and being a grown 
woman. If They love each other, they would settle the matter 
in easy way by compromising ____ they can live most of time 
with each other, whether here in Cairo or on the farm, My 
mother never complained from my father and did not throw 
any burdens on my shoulders so I haven’t any concerns in 
my life. Then I get married to Abdel-Aal, he was a brilliant 
student in university so that he was appointed as a lecturer 
in the faculty of economics and political sciences. He may 
be rooted from a middle-class family, they had no property 
or power, but his future was bright for his academic 
distinction. So my father did not hesitate to accept him. 


Known that he was a relative to my driver’s father, once he 
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saw me down the road as he came to meet his relative and 
greeted him with a quick hand gesture. At this moment, I 
was in the car. He may like the wealth of my family, my 
father paid all the marriage expenses, and in return, he made 
Abdel-Aal signed a bond or some like a promissory note 
forced him to be in debt to my dad for one million pounds. 
Abdel-Aal didn’t reject it and actually agreed because he has 


nothing to do, and he told dad that his intentions are good. 


I saw all happiness of life in Abdel-Aal, even his mother was 
treating me leniently or indulgently. She was always spoiled 
me by sending me food. I never cooked, until my father 
died, when my brother Khaled took everything that my 
father owned and traveled abroad, my husband and his 
family’s behaviour changed completely, but malicely. 
Though they did not show me the hostility, because the 
apartment is mine, but my mother rented an apartment 
because my sly brother gathered the dough _ I mean the 


money __ and things and fled, she sold her apartment, and 
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she rented another to spend from the left money. I got 
nothing left to lose but the apartment where I live, and it 
seems from the behaviour of my mother-in-law and my 
husband that they wanted to pressure me to leave it to them, 
but the promissory-notes Abdel-Aal signed. In fact, I do not 
know where it is, because Khaled sold the farm, and I don’t 


know anything about my father’s papers. 


My mother advised me on her deathbed to be patient, and 
advised me not to read romantic novels or watch false 


romantic movies, she said to me just before she died: 


There is no way but patience. When she saw resentment on 
my face, she said: I will tell you a secret that I did not tell 
you before, before your father and I got married,” she began, 
“there was another husband”. He gave me no care and 
neglected me, so I had to be divorced and he did. Then 
unfortunately your father married me for a benefit, he did 


not love me even for a day in his life, but he coveted my 
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family name and reputation. I knew this was my luck in life, 
but God gave me other beautiful things. I was happy to have 
kids, you and your brother, then tears rolled down her face, 
she said: It’s the life, a mixture of happiness and sadness, 
and in my life I did not wish to marry a dashing and 
affectionate man without children, maybe someone prefers 
the opposite, but if I were in a situation to have the option 
to choose my fate, I would choose what I already had in my 
life. Then, she said: Praise be to God, she said it very weakly, 
then she died. 
I did not like my mom’s “Let It Go” logic, but who can | 


was silent. 


As for my husband’s mother, she used to take my children 
on Thursdays and Fridays, she served and spoiled them 
making sweets that they love, and take them out for walks. 
The first thing she did, after losing my inheritance, was to 
stop all these habits. So, my children felt shock and lonely. 


She also stopped sending food to me, neither invite us to 


ve; 


family gatherings; my husband was going himself alone, 
celebrating their birthdays, events and occasions, as if they 
were punishing me, and I asked myself, was I trapped? That 
did not affect me as it affected my kids, they are too young 
to understand what is going on. Smile slowly faded from my 
daughter’s face, Reem always asked me why we do not visit 


my grandmother as we were used to? 


I didn't know what to say. Sometimes I was lying, telling 
her that her grandma is tired or sick. Once upon time, she 
urged me to go there to visit her grandma, so her father took 
both of them; Reem and her brothers, there, the children 
went out with great joy and happiness, but after an hour 
they returned home. It sucks! What happened. Reem's hair 
was shrouded, she slept while she was sitting at her grandma 
home, she woke her up and asked Abdel-Aal to leave. This 
grandma_ supposed to be protective to her granddaughter_ 
didn’t comb out her hair as she did before, and she even let 


them stay the night with her as she was doing in the past. 
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I tried to get them out a day a week for entertainment, but 
the household expenses were not enough for this weekly 
outing, because Abdel-Aal reduced the household expense 
after losing my inheritance, and prevented the housemaid to 
come. I was bungling at housework, so I took a long time to 
know to cook just one sort of vegetables, then I washed the 
pots and doing the dishes the next day. Then I slept two 
days tired. Someday, I went out to visit some of my relatives 
to ask about Khaled, my brother, Did you know anything 
about him? Even when any of my relatives called me, I ask 
him about Khaled: Did you know anything about Khaled? It 
goes on like that for a long time until they got tired of me. 
They completely stopped calling me, and literally, no one 
now visits me, for this reason, I felt lonely as if I’m detained 


or incardinated in a solitary confinement. 


For my husband, the sad moment came when he knew that 
my whole heirlooms lost, he was not eager to search for 


Khaled, It wasn’t hard to him, through his position, to know 
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where he is, It was certainly his choice not to do. He 
wouldn’t help me to find the bond he signed, a source of the 
biggest threat to him, this way he thinks. On the other 
hand, I also think Khaled can falsely claim that the entire 
heirloom was spent to pay off our father's debts. This 
slanderous brother can do anything. 
I applied to work in a pharmacy, for not to be passive, but 
when I return home from the pharmacy, I was falling asleep 
from fatigue until the next day. The pharmacy owner noticed 
my suffering with work, and Features of misery on my face. 
Sometimes I was calculated the numbers wrong, so I gave 
the customers their due rights by an increase, or less, so the 
pharmacy owner warned me several times about that, until 
he noticed me once when I was starring at a customer 
because he was similar to my brother Khaled. I looked at 
him a little bit. I wanted to make sure whether he is Khaled 
or not, but he was not despite the great resemblance between 


both of them. After this guy, the client, walked out the 
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pharmacy, the owner of the pharmacy looked at me a long 
fishy look. This guy was a wealthy man and has a group of 
pharmacies. Being a well-known person and inherited these 
pharmacies from his father. He asked me in a malicious 
way: “Why do you bother yourself? Do youself a favor. I can 
give you a million pounds without getting tired or disturb 
yourself”. I looked at him with a silly smile on my face and 
asked him how? “What is this job, and what are its 
requirements to join”. Then, he encountered my silly smile 
with a wide grin smile and said to me: “Stay up with me one 
night”. I was shocked to hear that. Immediately, frowned 
and left the pharmacy in a minute, I went out home and did 
not leave my house for a couple of months with horrible 
feelings. I will never think to work again, I started to see 
terrific nightmares. Sometimes, | hear a voice saying to me: 
God doesn’t exist, if there was God, whey he left you 
agonizing alone. I used to seek refuge with God 


from accursed Satan. I say it out loudly: God exists, I see 


81 


him everywhere, and in everything, but there is a wisdom in 
everything but unknown to me. I see myself having 
something wrong that I am vulnerable. If I were such strong 
woman who can take action, I would sell my apartment and 
buy a smaller one and a pharmacy, but I used to live in such 
sybaritic and luxurious life, and I couldn’t work hard or fight 
hard. I has terrific nightmares, and in my sleep, I keep 
hearing a voice says: “Take your own life to rest from this 
bleak journey of life. You have nothing; no husband, no 
work no parents, you need somebody to take care of you but 


who cares? 


I said loudly to Satan: Oh, what a liar Satan you are? there 
are several women suffering and being tired of life but, they 
never give up. If a door was shut in one’s face, they could 
knock thousand doors. It’s me who can be wrong, not God. 


I’m vulnerable and weak. I failed the test of life. 
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I sought help from God from the accursed Satan, and I did 
not sleep after that but after listing to “Surat Al-Baqara”, 
hoping that such frighten dreams do not come to me, and 
indeed it never came to me during recitation Surat Al- 


Bagarah at home. 


In the meantime, Wafaa, my colleague at the pharmacy 
contacted me, and asked me about the reason of my 
reluctance to work. I told her about the reason, she tried not 
to crack up a little bit, but no way giggled loudly and said to 
me: “Dr. Shawky is used to repeat such talks to any girl or 
lady working with him in the pharmacy, he asked me about 
this before, I pretended to be stupid and I said Okay” She 
continued: “if you want me to stay up the night with you, I 
will tell my father and brother to come with me and stay up 
together all the night with you. From that day forward, He 


did not repeat it again” else I would be jobless. I replied to 
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her: “No, no, I do not have a father or brother, I will not go 


there again.” 


One day, I watched a program about willpower and 
transforming to be a better version of oneself. So I thought 
to sell my apartment and buy a smaller apartment, and a 
pharmacy for myself. It was just an idea, but Abdel-Aal 
completely rejected the idea, because the boys have become 
accustomed to their lives in this apartment. He worries about 
their psychological health, I wish he offers me some money 
to buy a pharmacy but he did not mention it. Just, he looked 
at me with a mocking expression, because I could not do 
anything and give up quickly. I felt ashamed and weak. 
I logged in women forum and presented my problem with a 
nickname, It was the most responses that I must be looking 
for work in another pharmacy to support myself and 
transform my personality. It doesn’t mean that if I met a 
bad man that all people are the same. One of the readers 


recommend me a pharmacy owned by one of his relatives 
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who is known as honest and good character, so I resolved I 
had to go to him the next day. I spent that night and 
dreamt of success in the work that awaiting me. In the early 
morning of the following day, when I went out of the 
apartment door, I found the elevator is out of service. When 
I went down the stairs, I don't know what happened. My 
feet fractured and I fell hard. I couldn't stand, I screamed, 
asked for help. The janitor called my husband who asked for 
ambulance. My right leg was broken and damaged very 
severely. | wear a cast for a month, and the women in the 
same forum encouraged me with optimism to return to work 
again, because people get sick and recover and back to work, 
as it is life. Abdel-Aal was forced to bring a maid for the 
duration of my illness. So I thanked God for his kindness. 
My leg was broken, but thank you God, at least I have a rest 
from the burdens of home and cooking, and I began to 


observe things I had never seen before. 
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Before my legs were broken, Reem was often trying to wake 
me up to talk with me, but I did not care about her because 
I was tired psychologically and physically, until she got 
depressed, then she found me relying on her a lot in 
housework, she got tired but I was forced to do. I could not 
bear the burden of the house alone, then I found my son 


Iyad had bought a guitar and loved to sing in his room and 
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play alone. Adham spent most of his time with his friends at 


home, or at the club. 


Abdel-Aal was interested in his work until he achieved 
success in his work and Be on the crest of a wave so that he 
became a minister. He never insulted me throughout his 
life, but what he did and his mother indicated that he 
married me for a purpose _ for my money __and perhaps if 
the apartment was not in my name, he would treat me 
harshly, and perhaps what made him silent that I serve his 
children, but he no longer cared about me. He slept in the 
office room on the sofa, and I saw cruelty and carelessness in 
his eyes, I did not see affection or mercy, and I could not 
take care of my children as I should because I was tired, and 
I did not see anything beautiful in my life except the 
beautiful past I did live. I did not see my children, 
unfortunately I did not see that they worth a wealth, I did 
not care about them, until they moved away from each 


other, and we became living distancing as strangers at the 
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same home as if we were guests In a hotel. Perhaps in high- 
level hotels, people smile to each other's faces, but we 
cannot smile. I live with dreams of the past, and Reem cries 
because she does not find me as she wants an attentive 
mother who cares for her and goes out with her and listens 
to her, and lIyad was sitting lonely in his room. Adham 
became violent. The relationship of my children to their 
father was better than me, they were asking him Money to 
participate in university trips, He did not deprive them of 
money as long as this money would not be in my hands. 
Reem was in high school, and I found signs of depression 
that increased over me. So, I had to take sedatives to treat 
her calmly, and I found my condition better, with the 
medicine I could come up with smiley face and dealt with 
my children better, but the home atmosphere was not 
beautiful or in elated mood, with a tinge of gloom in it, I 
asked Reem to come with me to the club with Badriya But 


she refused, so I sometimes went with my neighbor Badriya, 
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who is an affectionate lady despite her strong appearance, 
not curious nor asked me for any services from my husband 
before, when I went out with her, I didn’t complain of my 


troubles. 


Because my mother had raised me not to complain about my 
problems so that people would not alienate me, she was 
saying: “Every person has his concerns and problems, so we 
should not overburden them, so let's spend a happy time 
with them.” 
After my legs were broken and seeing the mercy of God in 
everything. I tried to come closer to my children as regret for 
what I did with them. If life had brought me a little back to 
the time my husband and his mother’s treatment changed 
with me, I would have acted in some different way. My 
behavior would be to care about my children and rejoiced in 
them and made them rejoice in themselves. I would not be 
satisfied with my previous reacts. My kids do not seem well. 
No man will marry Reem as she looks in such way, unless 
God willing. Iyad is suffering from loneliness, He hasn’t a 


social life while Adham is inclined to violence that after his 
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many bad friendships with selfish youths he joined the 
Islamic Group, After entering the Islamic group, his 
violence increased, but that was better for me than drug and 
addiction. For young people, they must choose a path of 
good or evil. In the countries of oppression and servitude, 
youth choose such oppressive path. 

Then, Adham tried to persuade Reem to wear the veil 
(headcovering), but his father scolded him and told him 
firmly not to interfere in her affairs. In fact, he stopped 
talking with her about the value of wearing veil, but looking 
at her with a kind of hatred. 

A look of pure hatred flashed across his face radiated from 
his eyes as he saw his sister without veil, as if she were an 
infidel. 

It was not my habit to eavesdrop on anyone, but because of 
my legs placed in a cast I was walking hard, and I heard 
what my children said behind the doors of their rooms, so 
one night I heard Adham complaining to one of his friends: 
“Td like to share you something, I’m not as you think. I am 
changing my friends for no reason. They usually exploit me, 


asking me for favors through my father. Then, they leave 
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p> 


me 

After hearing Adham’s call, I tried to get close to him to 
advise him not to love anyone so much that he might hate 
him one day, and people always seek for benefit, but I found 
him would not accept my viewpoint. It was like I had been 
asleep like the people of the cave “the seven sleepers” for a 
long time and then I woke up and found everything had 
been corrupted and no way to be fixed. 

The other night, I heard Iyad speaking on the phone talking 
a girl saying: “You're”. I knew that she is a girl as he used 
the female form for the pronoun “you”. 

Then, I noticed Iyad had a long calls, so I said it may be for 
a guy his age to have a friend to care about him, but when I 
passed by his room I heard him say: “See you soon”. 

As a mom, I had a mixed feelings; I was happy about that. 
I’ve standpoint that If he loves a girl, I have a role to 
persuade him to propose to her until he comes out of his 
depression, so I wooed him to know who is this girl. Until 
I’ve known the great disaster I didn’t believe at first. She is a 
sixty-year-old, British woman who he met online at one of 


the social platforms, damn these forums and websites. I tried 
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to persuade him to stay away from her, Nothing good ever 
comes of such women. So, he was trying to reassure me 
saying that he was speaking to her as if he was talking to his 
mom. These words got me more frustrated. But it was 
impetus to me to give him more interest. He informed me 
that he didn’t even talk to her, especially after she asked him 
to meet her in Cairo. I have put my finger on the point that 
I have to sit with him a lot, talking and chatting together so 
that he will never talk to this elderly woman. Really, I did 
my best to save my kids who were all suffering. 

A month later, my legs are still in the cast and these women 
at the forum still encourage and motivate me to return back 
to work. 

10 

In fact, I did not like their words, my children are more 
important than this nonsense. It was like to save as much as 
I can. It was the day that my legs supposedly recovered, | 
went to the doctor to remove the cast. Unfortunately, the 
doctor found the fracture did not heal due to a defect in the 
cast. So, he decided to put my legs back on the cast. Hope 
of quick recovery vanished and I’m back to the boring 
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immobility. I logged in the forum again to know the 
updates, and I found the forum ablaze with enthusiasm for 
work, self-reliance and personal fulfillment. 

I felt gloom, I gave-up and decided to leave this forum 
forever. I remembered my mom's will: “Don't watch 
romantic movies and don't read romance novels. If my 
mom's days had internet, she would prevent me or even 
recommend me not to join such forums too. Now, this 
technology is inevitable to us to use. But, it was my decision 
to give up. Now, my dream to have a job or to be 
entrepreneur has been truncated forever. At that moment, I 
felt that “my broken legs” were just a message from God to 
take care of my children, these women are killers, doing 
mischief rather than good. 

Finally, my legs were completely cured, and I paid all my 
attention to my children. 

Once, Reem was tired and vomited at dawn, I ran to Abdel- 
Al's office to ask him for help, and the surprise was, Abdel- 
Aal was not in the office, so I asked Reem to call him, to 


check on him, and he told her that he slept in the workplace, 
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because he was exhausted, reassured her and promised that 
in the morning he would get a doctor visit her at home. 

I thought about it and felt that he was married to another 
woman. This is normal, but I cried for myself, where am I? I 
thought about myself, I need someone who loves me, cares 
about me, I remembered my mother’s words and I begged 
mercy from God. I didn’t blame Abdel-Aal, I have to eat 
crow; because ’m wrong. I’m wrong because of my 
vulnerability and disability, and my mother, may God have 
mercy upon her soul, has always advised me that any girl 
wished a bad man, get hurt. He is a bad like the other evil 
men. God does not like evil people. Every person will be 
responsible of his deeds and he has to accept the acts of 
God. However, at this time, I feel lonely. Now more than 


ever, I need mercy. 


I thought to do something for myself and fight, I must fight 
for not being destroyed, I decided to sell my jewelry, I have a 
lot and rent a store to establish my own pharmacy, yes, I'll 
do it, and I’ll succeed. I will be the owner and run out of the 


house. I’m over forty years old, and I said to myself I must 
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be strong, and I will not allow to Abdel-Aal to control me 
any more. I actually sold the gold, and I found an empty 
shop fits to establish the pharmacy. On that day we are 
supposed to sign contract with the owner, Reem fell 
unconscious. I shocked to see her falling down. She is my 
dear daughter, how I leave her zoned out like that? I cried 
loudly, I felt that my crying not only for Reem but also for 
all my life debacles. Adham hurried up and called 
ambulance. Abdel Aal has shown up, they went to the 
hospital with her. I could’t go with them, my leg can’t bear 
me from panic. It was a hard shock. I can’t see my daughter 
dying. I prayed for her and vowed to God if my daughter 
should recovered, I would make pilgrimage trip, I wont rent 
a pharmacy, I want my daughter. Nothing more. I called the 
owner and apologized to him. The telephone rang, it was 
Abdel Aal, he told me that Reem has recovered and she is 
Okay, I cried again, and went to the hospital, Abdel Aal 
hurried to hold my hand, I saw sadness in his face for me, 
patted my shoulder and said to me: “Forgive me, so I cried 
badly”. 


Reem recovered and came back home, my leg was painfully 
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hurting me again, I walked slowly. As, I was standing nearby 
Abdel Aal room, listened him talking, he said: 
“No my dear” he seems to talk a woman “I told you before 
that I have no money, my wife was very wealthy, and she is 
used to spend money lavishly, so if you accept to marry me, 
you should be responsible of every thing; apartment, 
furniture and appliances. | have no money, my wife is cruel. 
She doesn’t leave a pound for me, all my salary should go to 
my horrible wife and I can’t utter a word. She can prison 
me, what do you mean that you refuse my marriage 
proposal? You don’t love me then, All right... Okay as you 
like. 
I smiled. Inevitably, I had to do. I thought he married, but 
he didn’t, I went away before he opened the door. 
When Badriya told me about the pilgrimage. I decided to 
go with her. This is the first real joy I felt long time ago. 
ADB CKO CSRS> 
I didn’t read the details of Fatima's diary, but I only read the 
important events. She filled them with stories about her trips 
to Spain, Italy, Germany, Malaysia, Sharm el-Sheikh and 
Hurghada, and luxuries and lavish life she lived with her 
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mother. All her trips were with her mother and Selfish 
brother Khaled. She called him selfish, but their father was 
busy with the farm and did not leave it. 


HEBQGO SOW 


Badriya felt headache until she found herself, beyond her 
control, bending over and putting her head on the ground 
from the severity of the headache, but what a strange thing 
that she felt, it’s a wonderful comfort in this situation; 
prostrating on the ground, she prostrated for a long time, 
then she used to do this, to rest from the pain of the 
headache, then she converted to the idea of praying instead 
of prostrating just to relieve herself from headaches, so she 
prayed whenever the headache recurs and prolonged 


prostration, she felt comfortable than before. 


oF 


I finished reading the notes, and I learned the cause of 
Reem's depression, so I mentioned it to Dr. Doaa, but it was 
the first thing that I heard from her memorizing by heart 
what is depression, its symptoms and causes. She mentioned 
things that Reem does not suffer from, because now I know 
Reem well. She mentioned the treatment of this condition, 
and she prescribed me some medications for depression, but 
I was not convinced with all of her words. Perhaps, Reem 
needs only psychological sessions, good companionship, or a 
preoccupation with a hobby enjoying it. Now, I have the 
absolute certainty that Dr. Doaa needs treatment to 


understand how patients feel and why. 


I had a pain in the legs due to varicose veins, I was on the 
way home when the pain became more severe, | called 
Mahmoud and he did not answer. I was close to his clinic, 
so I asked a taxi driver to stop at the clinic. I went to him to 
tell me some painkillers, I need his advice to refer me to a 


good doctor. I entered the clinic, I thought it would be 
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packed and he would be busy as he said to me, I intended 
to ask the secretary to tell him that I am in hurry, but I 
found it entirely empty, and when he saw me, he 
embarrassed because he told me before that the clinic is 
always packed and he is busy and rarely to find a time to 
talk to someone. I asked him about medicine, and he 
referred me a doctor’s number, a vascular specialist. His 
name is Akram. When he told me the name, it cracked me 
up for what was mentioned about Dr. Doaa’s aunt. I had 
an appointment with Doaa the next day, so I apologized to 
her because of the doctor’s appointment. “Yes” she said to 
me, “Now I get it and understood the words of my aunt, 
she said upon her death, I had forgotten this doctor. He 
carried out an operation for her, Doaa remembered what 
happened on the day of the operation, she said: Dr Akeam is 
a handsome,likes kidding,When he saw my aunt said to her: 
you look like Hind Rostom(the famous pretty actress) She 
looked angry and didn’t accept his kidding,Her face 
crumbled.My aunt really was pretty like Hind Rostom,but 


she was serious and old. 
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I heard the doctor saying to the nurses, prepare the case for 

the operation, so tell her to take off all her clothes, and put 

on a sterile dress. She refused strongly, and when the doctor 

knew this, he told them, do not make her angry, let her 

given anaesthesia and then, you can take her clothes off. 
ARES CO CEA? 

I had almost headaches daily, I used to pray and prolong 

the prostration until I relieved the pain. The phone rang, I 

heard a voice of a young man asking me: 

Are you madam Badria? 

Yes. 

I am looking for a bride in the twentieth and I have an 
apartment ,my name is Hassan and I work as an accountant. 
Yes son, I know a beautiful one. 

I gave him an appointment at Al-Jazira Club to see Reem 
without telling her details on this meeting, and we agreed on 
that, and I told him that she is fun, beautiful, kind bride but 
sad for the death of her mother, who pampered her. 
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So he should be able to excuse her and be kind to her, so he 
said: Yes, I understand that. 

I did not lie when I told him that, because Reem was 
depressed because of her mother's neglect of her, not 
without reason, and I was convinced that if she was 
associated with a good young man who would take care of 
her, her condition would improve. 

I agreed with Reem to go out to the club, she came in her 
inconsistent clothes, so I asked her to take it off to iron it. 
She refused and said: my cloth is beautiful 

“My daughter” I said: “it is wrinkled”. She insisted on that 
it’s okay”. Her dress was horribly wrinkled. 

I tried to make her laugh to be looked more beautiful and 
cheerful, I presented her to Hassan who was sitting down 
near me. It seems that she felt disgusted of him. She did not 
speak to him all the time, until he left. He did not call me 


again, and I begged God to make her marry with a miracle. 


HBQTOSOW 
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Once upon a time, when I was sitting in the club with Reem, 
an old friend of mine named Marwa and her son Yaser came 
to us, they sat with us. I have met Marwa for the first time at 
the club 10 years ago. We see each other again after a long 
time. She settled at Saudi Arabia with her husband, then she 
returned after his death. Yasser was her only son who had 
finished his education in Commerce college, looking for 
work. He was feeling lonely, especially that his mother is still 
working. My meetings with Marwa and Yasser were repeated 
at the club, she told me on the phone that her son had 
depression in wake of his father's death. So I wished that 
Yaser spoke to Reem, and to befriend her, I tried to 
consolidate my relationship with him, to give him the 
opportunity to see her a lot. So, I told him that I will ask my 
son, Omar to find him a job in his office, so he rejoiced a 
lot, and I gave him an appointment to meet him at the club. 
Reem and I went and sat with him, I talked to him about 
topics that may grasp his interest and what he loves and his 
favorites; such as football, swimming and travel. I invited 


him several times to have dinner together, but everything I 
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did went in vain because he was not attracted to Reem, and, 
on the other side, she did not pay him attention. 

Reem's visits to me increased a lot, especially before her 
university exams, and she started telling me her problems 
and complaining about everything. She was very sensitive. 
She feels like if someone looks at her, should hate her, as it 
seems from his outlook.so on. 

Reem has no friends, so when she needed someone to 
explain some lessons which she didn’t understand, she didn’t 
find any one, I advised her to ask any of her colleagues 
about anything she need but she refused, I said to her 
loudly: “Reem you must ask any colleague of yours whether 
he is a girl or a boy that it’s not a problem. The most 
important thing is that you enter the exam and pass it”. She 
looked at me: “No, I will not speak to any girls” she said 
“Girls hate me, and I do not like to speak to the boys. They 
are banal; any girl talks with any boy, it gets him thinking 
that it would be a love story.” 

I said to her desperately but in a loud voice: “No one left in 
the university but I talk to” I continue talking and my voice 


was a little loud because being in the kitchen with Reem, 
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where making a cup of coffee. Looking across the windows 
which was open but I didn’t notice, until I saw my neighbor 
(Samia) in the opposite apartment. She looked at me 
disgustedly and uneasily so I lowered my voice. Maybe she 
hated my loud tone. It’s Okay, never mind. I resumed my 
conversation with her saying: “As I said to you there is no 
one left but I talked to, it was for collecting lectures I missed. 
I was absent for a month because I was patient and my 
colleagues were all boys, there was no option, I had to ask 


them to pass the exams”. 


The next day, I met my neighbor (Samia) in front of the 
elevator, she didn’t greet me as usual or paid me any notice, 
Why? I do not know what her reason to behave in such way. 
I said to myself: she is an old woman, in her eighties and 


may suffer of Alzheimer's. 


AGB OKOGEE>> 


Then I found myself bored of Reem depression, on the day 
of Sarah's birth I was preparing to go out. Door bell buzzed, 
I looked through the door peephole. It was Reem, so I did 
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not open the door and said to myself: “Forgive me, Fatima, I 
got bored of your daughter, I want some freedom, | need to 
go out, Reem did not know that today is birthday’s Sarah.” 
I didn't hate Reem, I love her and feel responsible for her, 
but I want a vacation, I want some relief. 

After Reem left, I went to Omar’s house, and I bought gifts 
for girls from the kid’s play store next to his house. Of 
course, I didn’t forget Salwa, Mahmoud’s daughter, so | 
bought for her a gift the same as Yara and Sarah. 

I entered the house and found it full of friends, balloons and 
adornment everywhere, the atmosphere was funny and 
joyful, so I felt the inevitably remorse, especially when Nahla 
asked me: “Where is Reem? Why didn’t she come with 
you?”. Sadness and remorse weigh heavily on my face, how 


selfish I was to behave like that. 


So, I said in short: I didn't tell her. 
I don’t like lying. 
the kids joked around me cheerfully, sang the birthday 


song. 
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They blew the candles, the celebration ended, and the 
girlfriends left, when I was ready to leave the scene. All of 
sudden, the doorbell rang violently, so I thought that one of 
the guests forgot something and went back to retrieve it. 
Omar opened the door and I was from where I was standing 
I could see who there, so I saw the police in their black 
clothes. Their faces are covered in black and guns in their 
hands, then I heard the cries of the girls, and I did not know 
what happened next, I woke up from sleep and found myself 
in Omar house and in front of me Nahla was bearing a tray 
in which some food and tea, so I asked her what happened, 
and where | am, | thought for a while what happened, and I 
asked her where is Omar and why did the police come, I 
don't remember Anything. 


Nahla tried to hide a smile that appeared on her lips, so I 
told her sharply what did happen yesterday? 

She said to me: Nothing, darling. One of the malevolent 
persons reported that Omar was accused of belonging to the 


Muslim Brotherhood. 
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Omar did not persevere in prayers, so why did he accuse 
him of this? 

Because of hatred, Omar put on Facebook photos of his 
design of a huge building in the city center, and one of the 
haters accused him of that. 

Where is Omar? 

They released him after a quarter of an hour. He was 
wearing a gold necklace, the interrogator smiled when he 
saw it, and left him immediately. 

Thank God for leaving. 

I was happy for Omar to come out, despite the golden 
necklace causing him to leave. This does not prevent me 
from sadness for his sake, I was oppressed because he didn’t 
preserve prayers and for wearing a gold necklace. 

Even if the gold necklace survives him, | hate it, in the grave 
and on the day of reckoning this gold necklace will not help 
him. 

After a while,I asked Nahla: 

Why am I not at home? I do not remember what happened! 
Nahla tried to hide her smile again, then she said to me, I 
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will tell you, my dear, and then she swore to me that she 
would tell me to ask a doctor. 

I felt worried. 

She said to me: “Do not worry, but you need a psychiatrist, 
because when you saw the police you danced an oriental 
dance, this is a disease called the oriental dance disease, so 
one of the officers pitied for you, and asked Omar to catch 
up with them at the entrance to the building, and they left.” 
I remembered Alice’s disease in Wonderland, as well as the 
disease of oriental dancing, Oh my God, I said to her: 
“Nahla, I do not remember anything and I am not a 
psychopath and I will not go to any doctor. 

I spoke to her sharply, I left Omar's house and went home, I 
was very angry. 

I will not go to a psychiatrist, | am not sick. These strange 
things happened twice in my life only unconsciously, and 
not in a permanent state, she is Nahla who wants to put out 
my affairs, she is jealous of me because I have a strong 
personality and I am not like her mother who is afraid of her 


shadow, and depends on her husband in both small and 
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great, then maybe Nahla lied to me, blackmailing me 
psychologically. 


Reem came to me the next day and welcomed her, I told her 
what happened. I said to her: “Thank God, you did not 
come with me yesterday. It was Sarah's birthday, I went 
without you and I don't know why, I felt that something 
would happen so I didn’t take you with me”, (I was lying to 
her, Because I went alone to rest a little from her, yet I can’t 
say that). However, thank God I did not inform you, the 
police broke into the house, we were terrified but I was not 
afraid of them. What only happens to me is that I am out of 


reality and do not know what happens to me. 


Reem did not smile, when I told her what happened to me, 


unlike Nahla, she was sad for me. 


I intended not to give up caring her at all, and I said to 
myself, God may make me flee from her on this day as a 
mercy to her from seeing storming, their form is truly 


terrifying, as if you were in an occupied country, if they 
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called Omar's phone and asked to meet him, he has a well- 
known office and residence, where will he flee ? He does not 
live in the mountains, to come to him after midnight among 
his children. They sprayed with machine guns and wore 
black masks. I don't think children will forget this scene all 
their lives. 

Today was a Friday when the bell rang, so I went to see who 
is knocking and looked in peephole, I saw Yaser, I rejoiced 
greatly, did he come to speak to Reem, praise be to God, I 
opened the door and I was excited and glad, I greeted him 
and invited him to come in, he is like my son, I said: 
“Welcome my beloved, what do you do with Omar, will you 
work with him in the office?” 

Actually, I wanted to talk with you about something, but I 
was embarrassed. 
Why son do you embarrass? I’m like your mother. 
He looked at me for a long time and then said to me: “I 
want to marry you” 

I told him: “Are you crazy? You are like my son” 

I got up from my place and went to the apartment door and 


opened the door to leave, at this moment I saw Reem in 
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front of me, so I praised God, because I was afraid of Yaser, 
he is crazy. He told me that before noticing that Reem is 
here: 

’Did not our prophet “Muhammad” married Khadija and 


she was a grown-up woman?” 


Then , Reem entered then he went out the apartment, I told 
him: “Yes, she was fifteen years older than him but I am 
thirty seven years older than you, and their time is different 
than our time, forget this completely.” 

Reem asked me about it, so I told her, she laughed until she 
fell to the ground. 

After what Yaser said to me, | did not go to the club not to 
see him. He has definitely gone crazy. 

My relationship with Reem remained like a mother’s 
relationship with her daughter, we go out together, or we sit 
at home, trying to advise her to interest in her appearance, 
her clothes were wrinkled in a way that get any one should 
notice, until one day I saw her in wonderful cloth, she was 
dressed in a way I had not seen her like that before, she 
started taking care of herself, and getting more beautiful, | 
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praised God, it seems that she has recovered, she went with 
me to a café overlooking the Nile River after I left Al-Jazira 
Club, and when we arrived she looked at her dress and said 
to me sadly: “It is not okay”, I told her, “No, it's good” she 
said “No, it is not ironed then she pointed to a slight 
fraction that is not visible”, so I hide my laugh, because she 
was sensitive, we sat together, and I ordered coffee, and she 
ordered mango juice. She was optimistic and happy, we went 


back home happy that day. 


Then she started telling me about a colleague at the 
university named “Hosam”, who was one year older than 
her, and he postponed his exams in the previous year due to 
the conditions of his illness, so he became with her in the 
same year, so she repeated her words about him: Hosam told 
me do not worry from everything, Hosam gave me a lecture 
that I did not attend, Hosam will be with me on the 
university project, and so on, I begged God that Hosam 
engages her, because she completely changed for the better, 
my intuition is true and genuine that if she gets engaged, 


Reem will improve for better. 
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After several months, God responded my sincere prayers, 
and Reem informed me that Hosam came to her father to 
propose marriage, so I was very happy for her, and I went 
out with her to buy the party dress, I did not leave her for a 
moment, I kept helping her until the day of the party, 
Hosam, the bridegroom was a handsome, sane dashing 
young man from an above-average family, but the question 
that puzzled me “What did he like about Reem?” Reem was 
moving among the invitees like a butterfly of joy, but the 
groom preferred to sit and did not move with her, which 
raised suspicion in me, because he is a young man, why does 
he not move with her among the guests, until I heard his 
mother talking on the phone, and she says: “Yes, Haithm, 
come quickly with glasses for the sake of your brother. You 
know he can’t see without them, he has forgotten them at 
home”. 

It is not a problem that the groom's vision is weak. The 
important thing is that Reem was engaged. I felt joy for 
Reem’s happiness, and in order to fulfill the will of Fatima. 


After Hosam wore glasses, he walked with Reem among the 
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invitees to greet them. He was slightly limping, I said to 
myself: “No problem, trivial things, she was engaged and 
happy, he was also happy with her, and this is the most 
important thing”, then I congratulate them and when I 
kissed Hosam he said: “Merci”, he had a lisp with the letter 
S , it's a trivial thing, the most important thing is happiness, 
I looked at her father while he was sitting among his high- 
level friends. He seems a VIP. He seams as a high 
prestigious man and elegant. He speaks tactfully, and I 
looked at Hosam and said to myself, yes, the most important 
thing is the inner beauty. 

A month after Reem's engagement, she visited me in the 
evening, depressed, Oh. my God, there’s no power but of 
God, how are you Reem? 

Hosam looked at me today in college, a look that bothered 
me too much, I was talking to a colleague of mine, and he 
looked at me fiercely, because I was late. He was waiting me 
to come back home together, I laughed and said to her 
unintentionally: “Did he look at you a strict look? He does 


not see my love”, then I regretted my saying, but, contrary to 
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what was expected, Reem laughed and said to me: “Really, 
he had forgotten his glasses today at home.” 
AED QO SEA 

It is time for Sarah's party at school, Reem attended the 
party with me, it was a noisy party, in which the children 
sang and danced, and the last paragraph of the play in which 
Sarah represented. Her performance was impressive, she 
merged into the role to the point of crying, the mean girl 
like her mother, she cried and tears rained. The audience 
applauded, a sharp applause, and I applauded with them. I 
must clap. In this life, we have nothing but applaud for those 
who master the role. 

Then suddenly, I got a headache, but this time it was severe, 
I didn’t want to bother their joy, so I left quietly without 
anyone feeling me and came back home, I prayed and 


prostrated on the floor but this time for a long time. 
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